
TheTragedieof Othello 


Oth. I am not valiant neither : 
But cuery Punie whipftcr gets my Sword* 
Hut why (hould Honor out-liucHonetty''? 
Let it go all. 

ts£ml. What did thy Song boad Lady r 
Hcarkc,canli thou heare me ? 1 will play the Swan, 
And dye in Mufickc : Willough^mllough^mlloHgh. 
Moore, (he was chaftc : She lou'd thec,cruell Moore, 
So come my Soule to bliffe^s I fpeake true : 
So fpcakingas I thinke, alasj dye. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice btookes temper; 
Oh heerc it is : Vnkic I muft come forth- 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee dcere; 
Thou haft no weapoi^and perforce muft fufter. 

Oth. Lookein vpon me then, and fpeake with mc, 
Or naked as I am 1 will afTault thee. 
gra. What is the matter? 
Othel. Behold, I haue a weapon : 
A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 
Vpon a Soldiers Thigh, J haue feenetheday, 
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 
I haue made my way through' more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop. But (oh vaineboaft) 
Who can controll his Fate ? Tis not fo now. 
Be not aff raid, though you do fee me weapon'd : 
Hccre is my iournies end, hcereis my butt 
And verie Sea-matke of my vtmoft Sailc. 
Do you go backe difmaid? 'Tis a loft fearc; 
Man but a Ru(h againft Othello's breft, 
And he retires. Where (hould Othello go ? 
Now : how doft thou looke now? Oh ill-StarrM wen% 
Pale as thy Smocke : when we (hall meete at compt, 
This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold,cold,my Girle? 
Eucn like thy Chaftity. Ocurfed, curfedSlaue! 
Whip meyeDiuels, 

From the poffeffion of this Heauenly fight : 
Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, 
Wa(h me in fteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 
Oh Defdemon 1 dead Dejdemoa : dead. Oh,oh ! 

Enter Lodouico, Cajjio, Montano, andIago y 
with Officers. 

' tod. Where is this ra(h,and mod vnfortunatc man ? 
Oth. That's he that was Othello : heerc I am, 

hod. Where is that Viper? 
Bring the Villainc forth. 

Oth. I look down towards his feet ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou bcc'ft a DiuelI,I cannot kill thee. 

hod. Wrench his Sword from him. 

lago. IbleedSir.butnotkill'd. 

Othel. I am not lorry neither, H'd haue thee Hue : 
For in my fenfe/tis happineffc to die. 

Led. Oh thou Othello, that was once fo good, 
Falne in the pracTife of a curfed Slauc, 
What fhallbe faide to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing: 
An honourable Murderer/if you will : 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confeft his Villa/iy : 
Did you and he confent in Cajfio's death. 

Oth. J. 

Caf. Deere Generall,I neuer gaue you caufc. 
Oth. 1 do belceue it, and I aske your pardon : 
Will y ou,I pray, demand that deray-Diucll , 

I ~ ^ 


Why he hath thus enfnar'd my $ouje and BcnhP 

/^.Demand mc nothing: what yo^knowioui; 5 
From this time forth, I neuer will fpeake wora v 
hod. What? not to pray? . k , 
Gjra. Torments will ope your ftp*, 
Oth. Well, thou doft beft. 
Led. Sir, 

You (hall vnderftand what hath befalnc, 

( Which,as I thinke,you know not) hcereis a Lett 

Found in the pocket of the flame Rodorigo, 

And hecre another, the one of them imports 

The death of Caffto 7 to be vndertookc 

By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villaine! 

Cajfio. Moft Heatheni(h,and moft groffe. 

hod. NoWjhcere's another difcontcnted paper 
Found in his pocket too : and this it fecmes 
Vspdorigo meant t'hauc fent this damned villaine: 
But that (belike)/^ in the interim 
Came in, and fatisffd him. 

Oth. Oh thoupernitious Caitiffe; 
How came you (Cajfio)by thatHandkcrchiefe 
That was my wiues ? 

Cajfio. I found it in my Chamber i 
And he hirnfelfe confeft it but eucn now, . 
That there he drcpt it for a fpcciallpurpofe, 
Which wrought to his defirc. 

Othel. OFoole,foole,fpole? 

Cajfio. T here is befides, in Rodorigo s Letter, 
How he vpbraides lago, that he made him 
Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was caft : and euen but now he fpakc 
(After long fceming dead) logo hurt him, 
JfagfftX him on, ■ ;■ 

tod. You muft forfake this roome,and go with yj : 
Your i J owcr,andyour Command istaken off, 
And Cajfio rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue, 
If there be any cunning Crueltie, 
That can torment him much,and hold him long, 
1 1 (hall be his. You (hall clofe Prifoncr reft, 
Till that the Nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State. Come,bring away. 

Oth. Sofryou;a.wqrdoptwobeforcyougae: 
I haue done the State feme fcruice, and they know'C; 
No more of thar. 1 pray you in your Letters, 
When you fhall thefe vniuckie deeds relate, 
Speake of me,as I am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fee downc ought in malice.. 
Then muft you fpeake,. ? 
Of one that lou'd not wifely, but too well : 
Of one, not eahly lealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreame : Of one, whofc hand 
(Like the bafe Iudean) threw a Pearlc away 
Richer then all his Tribe: Of one,whofe fubdu'dEycs, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moodc, 
Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinablc gumrne* Set you downc this : 
And fay be(idcs,that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beatc a Venetian, andtradue'd the State, 
I tookc by ththroat the circumcifedDogge, 
And frnoace him, thus. 

hod. Oh bloody period. 

Gra. All that is fpoke.is marr'd. 

Oth. I kift thee, ere I kiH'd thee ; No way but this, 
I Killing my felfe, to dye vpon a kiffe. ^ 
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the cfM^oore of Venice. 


C«*/This did I fcarei but thought he had no weapon : 
Forhe was great of heart. 

lad. Oh SpartonDogge: 
More fell then Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea 
Looke on th^Tngicke Loading of this bed : 
This is thy Wtffte'r 
TheObieapoyfonsSight, . 


Let it be hid. Gratiano,ktepe the houfe, 

And feize ypon the Fortune's of the Moore* 

For they fucceede on you. To you,Lord Couernor, 

Remaines th cCenfurc of this heihfti villaine : 

The Time, the Placc,the Torture,oh infor^e it : 

My felfe will ftraight aboord,and to the State, 

This hcawie Adt, with heauic heart relate* Ex&nU 


FINIS. 


The Names of the A dors. 


( 


Thello 5 the Moore. 
Brabantio, Father to Vefdemcm. 
Caffio, an Honourable Lieutenant* 
lago, a Villaine. 
R.odorigo 3 aguUd Gentleman. 
Puke of re nice, 



Senators. 

Montano^ Goner nour of Cyprus. 

Gentlemen ofCyprus. 

Lodouico^WGratiano, two Noble Venetians. 

Sailors. 

Clowne. 

Dcfdemona 5 wife to Othello. 
iEmilia, wife to lago. 

Bianca, a CurtezAn. 


